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sand-dunes behind the shore, pricked with green
tufts of grass, the ships moving slowly on the
sea's rim, and the shadowy headland to which
we hardly seemed to draw more near, while we
spoke of all that was in our hearts, and all that
we meant to do and be. That day was a great
gift from God ; and yet, as I received it, I did
not know how fair a jewel of memory it would
be. I like to think that there are many such
jewels of recollection clasped close in the heart's
casket, even in the minds of men and women
that I meet, that seem so commonplace to me,
so interesting to themselves !
It is strange, in reflecting about the memorable
talks I have held with different people, to find that
I remember best the talks that I have had with
men, rather than with women. There is a kind
of simple openness, an equal comradeship in
talks with men, which I find it difficult to attain
in the case of women. I suppose that some
unsuspected mystery of sex creeps in, and that
with women there is a whole range of experi-
ences and emotions that one does not share, so
that there is an invisible and intangible barrier
erected between the two minds. I feel, too, in
talking with women, that I am met with almost